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E dum! Te dumt Te dum!
There's a [#v¢ of us 127t who know—
Thera's n {ow of ws lef, and our minvds
wieg buck
To the whire of the shell and the hatle’s Llack
That blosted the sun from the Leant of day;
Thete's a few of us left—ard o few s all—
Who swung to the frent ot our country’s eall,
And ever and ever wa live it o'er,
For the fife must shnll what we knew of yore,
But hark to our teller of tales, the drum—

Te dum! Te dum! Te dum!

E dum! Te dem! Te dum)
There's a few of us left who know—
These's a few of us left who, with firm
drawn breath
Have smiled in the face of the despot death,
And war is a braggart our hands lsid low;
There's only a few of us left to know,

And our lips are pasied tod may not tell

That we spent four years in the heant of hell—
Some of us did, and the rest are dead,

And the drum must whisper their dreams instead.
Hear, then, from the Lips of the vet'ran drum—
Te dum! Te dum! Te dum!

E dum! Te dum! Te dum!
There's a few of us left who know—
There's a few of us left, and ‘our heads
are gray,

And we dream of the strenuous times away
When man met man of his breed and blood,
And dead men Lay in the grime and mud,
And the big guns boomed : *“We are here 10 kill}
We are here to shatier you—strength and will |
And your lips must writhe 1o the crimson kiss
Of war, while a requiem such as this
Shall find you dead in her red embrace,
Cold clay on the sward of the batile place
But hark to our echoing bard, the drum—
Te dum! Te dum! Te dum!

Inconsistency.

Whnt. then, shall we say of that sorm
of pmetection for Americnn workiog
men which while lmposing

duties |

upon goods uoder the pretense thar |

they are made by “pauper ibor™ free-
ly admits the “pauper laborer” nlm
self *—Heury George

CLD CHIEF RED CLOUD

Who claims to have ‘aken an acti‘e pait in the Cuoster ssgsacre,

WINFIELD PAINE'S

-~ NEIGHROR

A Story of Memorial Day.

By CLARISEA MACKIE.
[Copyright, 194, by American Press Asso-

ciation.]

that fit o e vl war.,  1t's all them
Sounish vel rans aow”
Jane Floteber's piak cheeks paled a

that's the oudy cue lelt fn Greenville
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“Yon want to walk iu the parade to-

any apd there s no oue to go with
voio 1o timt e trouble, Mr, Palne?™
ne aeked peitly

“That'e it he returned quernlously.
Bihbing, wmy houeekecper, she's

| gone o with a pack of wimmin folks

WP ANE FLETCHER, waiking slow-. |

eyes were
whence

Alr,

Iy nlong the rond, saw

vinfeld

Palue leaning over hls garden |

Bute

turned
enme the distant
shrill of drum and fife.

Paine turned as ber light step

sounded on the path,

“I'm

along."” he mild peevishly.

glnd

"] WILL GO WITH YoU.”

somebody’s

rattle

town,
and

ha ppened

*This is the

first vear that 1 ala't bLeen
1 exyx

Joln the parade.
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wwwi they don't set any store by nle,

The old man's sightless |
toward the

nlone jest becaunse I'm
if my son Stephen

left me
blird and v=eloss
was here I'd™—

“I will go with you, Mr, aine," sald
Jone timidly, *If you will place your
hnnd on my shonlder—the parade s
forming now "

Winfleld Palne settled his Grand
Army hat on his head and buttoned
lils blue cloth eont about his tall, spare
figure.

“I moet nlwaye have a flag to car-
ry.* he sald suggestively, “but Widow
Blbbins sald she couldu't find where
Stephen pur (t.”

“Wali a minnte,” sald Jane breath-
lesely. Ehe opened the gate and ran
up the path o the neat gdower bed wn-
der the patlor windows.

When she returned ghe thrust a bou-

et Into the trembling old bands.

ing Ler

. antil they

“edd. white and bine,” she said soft-
Iv—=*ted ntd white geraulums and
b=l Blue agerntom,. Come!™

UUho Le soun? demanded Mr. Palne
they walked down the road, the
inll okl man aud the slender girl lepd-
shoulder to Lis gripping band,
gnld June in o low

+* A nelzhbor®™
fotre

“A uelghbor! Maybe you're Jacob
Gillan's davgliter Mary?'

“Nus I dep't Bve vérs
but I'm one of yoor
sauld

“Lw» you know Jane Fletcher?' asked
the o!d wan, with startiing sudden-

e,

near o you,
ueighbors,” she

“Yes, of course | know bher,” gasped
Jnte
There v a3 a dong slience after that
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New Furniture Store
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I have opened up a store at

401 Box Butte Avenue, across street north of Alliance Grocery
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I am getting in new goods all the time and will sell to the
people of Alliance and the surrounding country at
prices that will enable them to buy their goods at home
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Mouldings

I will handle a complete line of

Furniture, Rugs, Carpets, Draperies,
' Window Shades, Pictires and

Will make a specialty of Picture Work and Framing
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Furniture, Rugs, Draperies, Window Shades
ALL KINDS OF MOULDINGS
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Inge street, In the distance there were

the glitter of sunlight on brass, and
the fourish of flags, and the sound of

| a drum.

“1 expect It looks beautiful' =nld
AMr. Patne wistfully, “If it hadn't been
for that Fletcher girl my son Stephen
would be here today instead of work-
ing away down in New York. It's the

KEEPING ETEP TO THE MUKIC.

first year Steve ain't marched in the
parade alongside of me slnce | was
blind."

The girl winced. *I never bheard that
Jane Fletcher sent your son away,”
she sald coldly.

“She might as well. Bays I to Bte-
phen: ‘You marry Jobm Fletcher's
davghter end m done with you. You
don't get my blessing., 1 forbid i’ "

Jane Fletcher was silent, her red
lips pressed together in a straight line.

“And the scamp says., says he, ‘1
won't marry her If it will mnke you
unbappy, but I ean’t stay here and see
her every day. so I'li juset go away,'
and he went."

The parade was formiuz on the vil

Inge green, AMr. Palue's hand slipped
from Jaue's shoulder te L= soft, cool
palm, und slowly she led e loto the
van of the procession,

Volees greeted blm  cordlally on
every elde, and those who had forgot-
ten lis existence on this day, sacred
to heroes ke hlmself, shamefacedly
made a place for bhim at the head of
the little company of men who had
served in the war with Spaln,

“1 will leave you now, Mr, Paine”
snid Jane Fleicher, withdrawing her
hand from his clasp,

His lean fingers closed about hers
tightly. “No., you don't, You'll just
march along with me, Uttle nelghbor.
You and me will lead this procession.”

Jane blushed tremulously as sbe en-
countersd curions eyes bent upon her.
Uncongclously imitating the blind man,
shie drew her slhm young figure to Its
futl helght,

“My futher was a soldler,” she said
in defiunt explanation,

renched the bhead of the vil-

Some one thrust a fing loto her hand,
and then the bend commenced to play,

R e T et I T S

and the procession moved slowly down
the stroet townnd the cemetery,

Ride by slde with Winfleld Polne
marched  Jone Fleteher, his  arm
hor shoulder, keeping stop to
the artial  musle, and when they
paused at the entrince to the ceme-
tery and the strains of the national
anthem hroke forth Jane's sweet so-
prano rose high above the deep volees
of the wen,

After the sorvices weroe over, when
the flowers and flags had been placed
upon the lowly mounds that marked
the graves of sleening heroes, the pa-
rade returned to the village.

The depot #inge rolled by, and from
Its depthe a palr of Incredulons gray
eyes watched Jave Fletcher and old
Winfield Palne as they marched to-
gether.

When It was ended and the blind
man and the girl had ellmbed the hili
to the Paine homestead Jane spoke
definntly:

“Perhaps you would not have gone
with me if you had known who 1 was,
Mr. Palne., I was nfrald you would
be disappolnted if you did not warch
in the parade, so I went with yon, but
I nm"-

“You are Jaue Fletcher,” Interrapted
the old man calmly, *1 recognized
your mother’s voice the minute you
spoke.”

“And you—and you'—
volce broke,

ALTTEN

The ghrl's

“And 1 wanted you should ecome
along with me just the smne, Your
father got my sweetheart away from

me, but your volee Is llke bers, and 1
aln't forgot, and I'd like to have you
near me even If I did say Bteve
shouldn't marry a Fletcher,”

Jane was crying softly.

“You be n lonely little orphan girl,
I guess,” sald Wiofleld Palne tenderly,
“and me and Btephen ‘1l have to tnke
care of you, Just as soon's | can get

"HES COMING NOW.

word to Steve—
Look, lttle Jane!™

Juge wrned.  YHe 8™ she eried joy-
fully ss a tall form canme swiftly up
the hill toward them. *“You conldu't
see hlm! Hew did you Enow?’

He's coming now!
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Winfield Paine nodded bis head sfgs: |
i¥. I min’t so Lilnd as 1 was about® S
porne things, thank God! And you and ™
Stephion ean be jost as glad (o ese ench
other ns you Hke, lttle Joune, bedayse
I won't look!" :

Grant Under Fire. 4
A veternn has this to say of Grant’a
heavery:
“For the jnformation of those who
have uever been In battle let me say, |
without seeming dldactic, that the |
cominanding general or his corps com-
manders are rarely where the artists
have deplcted them—on rearing horses
or directing amid a gheet of fire. There
are times, however, when the artist is
true (o life, as when Bheridan, seelng
Ayres and his regulurs recolling for a
moment upder a terrific flre at Five
Forks, dasked In, and there and them
with those fashing eyes bé imlght have
been palnted.
“Suppose McClellan had shown kim-
self and ridden his loes at Galues
M1, or Brogg at Chickumaoga, the
suteome might have been different.
Owing to the character of the Wilder-
uess, Grant had few chances to selze
opportunities of that kind, At Spott-
gyivanin the pight Upton was making
bis assault and breaking thelr lnoes
tempernrily be wos elose up, nnd I
snt my horse pot far from bl He
was mounted on his favorite, Egypt.
There wore two or threo lUnes of Lat-
tle “vithin thirty or forty paces of
each otber nud of him., The fire that
reached us wag eonsiderable. An or-
derty carrylug the headquarters stand-
ard was killed, and a solid shot smwk] 1
an oak five or six Inches through
snuarely not thirty feet from us, shive,
ering It into brovm slivers, but through |
It all Grant were the same lmpertaris*
nule but somewhat pleading face.”
Another notble occasion when Gu.l
eral Grant showed rave coolness undet !
fite wns when he rode his horse aboard I
a boat at the close of the battie of Bel. o
mont, Mo,, early In the war '
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Teacher Taft—Now, there are good
trusts und bad rrosts,  All of youn whe |
are good trusts bold up your handst

(Notlee the upanimity with which the'
band are up!i—Baltlmore sun. "




